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CHAPTER VL
An Opportunce Arrvival.
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long invalid chair at the ‘edge of
tle strip of shingle which separa
tower of Rakney from the
limb was at rest, every
lulled into- quiescence sun
wind kad left their traces his
low cheeks, It seemed, indeed,
t h Death had Hited her hand f
his forehéad It was only when one
looked cldser that one realized his ter-
rible w realized how slender,
indeed_ the thread was by which he hel
on to life was scarcely a breath
of wind st The sun was hi
in the heawens, and the whole country
seemed lulled into a state of almost un-
natural repose. The distant trees were
motionless, as- though, indeed, they
were simply painted thi against that
background of deep bine sky. The
smoke from the little cluster of cot-
tages crept upward, straight as a ruled
line. The cattle in the fields seemed all
asleep, exhausted by the unexpected
bheat. The sea was like a lake, unruf-
fled. almost unrippled.

The man dored. and Winifred sat by
his side, with her cyes fixed steadily
and yet absently upon the distant hori.
ron. A week. at most. the doctor had
given hmm, and after that—what? She
looked hackward 1o the window—the
window through which she had entered
on that wild night earhier in the year.
She looked away again uneasily. She
was 2fraid of such moments as - these
It was to escape from them that she
had protested ‘so  vehemently against
their secepting Deane’s offer of his cot-
tage

At low tide, & rough, pebbly road led
from the village to the cottage, as well
zs the dyvke footpath higher up. Along
this came two people, a man and a wo-
man, mere specks at first in the dis-
tance, but rapidly becoming more and
more evident They walked fast, and
they looked always anxiously toward
the tower, which stood out at the end
of the road against the background of
the sky—a curious, alimost uncanny, sort
of building. .

“If they see us coming.” said Ruby
Sinclair, “they will certainly try to pre-
vent our seeing him. Our only chance
is to comfe upon them unexpectedly.
They can watch the dyke path from the

1fes:

gefl

"Are
have nearly killed him—for nothing. I
uﬁi&m“dmﬁf
sort & as
gn'fomd. If Mr. ﬁaﬁ--wqh&d
it.hmwobdlz’hknhmhm'
“Stolen, yes!" Hefferom said—"“stalen
right enough! That is what we are
here about. This young lady is his
miece, and I'm his partner. t was
khlmdmgémmd.uiu
as [ know, worth
was that document, wagmm
God,” he wound up, “we've got to
hvle)oitr' the 1 asked,
“Do you imagine," gir
without change of countenance, “that
you will find 1t here
“I will tell you what I do impgine,”
Hefferom answered. “Men com-

mit murder for nothing. Your brother
tried to steal that paper, or rather he
did steal it. The game's up now. He's
no orponnmty to mike uwse of it, and
it beiongs to us. It belongs to us and
we've come for it There, now you
know the truth We've come for 11.1
and we've come lo stop until we get i
Rowan maised himself a little in his
seat. “Hefferom,™ ‘he said, “it’s no . hse
talking like that. 1 haven't it I
be frank, frank as vou have been. I
know no more than vou do who has
ot it. [ quarreled with Sinclair, and
¢ got suspicious. We fooght in his
room, and the result wou know, but I

was arrested before I left the hotel
Everyone knows that The paper—I
never had n—I never even saw it

Where it is now God only knows. I
don't"

Rowan fell back in his chair, cough-
ing viclently. For several moments he
was incapable of speech. Winifred
knelt by s side. When he had finished
coughing, she beld a wineglass to his
lips and made him sip its contents, He
lay back now as though completely ex-
hausted. She turned to face these un-
wericome wvisitors

“You see,” she cried, pointing to him,
“a little more of this and you will kill
him. Go away, both of you He has
nothing to tell you.”

Hefferom laughed a lhittle brotally,
“Come,” he said, “thic game wom't do.
We are here’ for the truth, not to be
put off with these fairy tales. It i the
truth we want, and the truth we'll have,
or I'll wring it oot of him even if it
kills him.™
Rowan's eves were closed, and he

front, but few people ever come by this
road. It winds about 3o, and it is gen-
erally thick with sea mod™

The man nodded. He, too, was kecp-]
g his gare fixed in a strained manner
upon their goal. “Now that we are so|
near,” he sard, “so near to him, we will |
make him speak We will not be driv-
en away. He cannot escape from us
there.”

There was a curious air of determina-
tion about these two, a certain grim-
ness which seemed common to bhoth of
them, as they hurried along the rough,
stone-strewn road. They had reached
the last hundred yards now, and their
course wae perfectly straight. They
walked single file along the little stretch
of marshland which served as a foot-

th

“He is in front, lying on a chair,” she
whisperad  “They won't he able to get
him in now before we are there”

The road terminated suddenly upon
the beach. The man and the gir] scram-
bled up a Jittle shingly mound When
at last Winifred heard the soumds of
their approach, they were already be-
tween her and the house. Any attempt
at escape was useless. She came a few
steps toward them.

"Who are vou, please, and what do
you want? she asked quickly.

Hefferom stretched out a hand to-
ward the prone figure of Rowan, who
was lying there still with closed eyes.
“We want a few words with your broth-
er.” he said “We shall not keep him
long, but it it very important. We Have
come a long way to sce him™

“It is impossible,” she said frmly,
“He is very ill indeed. The doctor
lows him to see po one | don't kmow
how vou found vour way here, but you|

|

must please return at once” |

“T have come 2 long way,” Hefferom |
sand slowly.

“T am sorry.” she answered, “Dbut|
can't you see that it makes no differ-|
ence?  1f gou were to ask him ques-|
tions, he s not well enough to answer
von—scarcely to understand. Any sud-
den shock at all—even a recognition—
might kil him."”

Hefferom hesitated
pushed Winifred =way, and motioned
to Ruby to follow him. At that mo-
ment Rowan opened his eves and turn-
ed his head, {:I‘effrrorn walked toward
him and leaned over hus chair.

“You remember me. Rowan? he
said. "My nmame is Hefferom, Steve
Hefferom. We were up the Newey
Valley together, camped out, you know,
at Prince’s George. for more than a
month—vyou and I and Deane, and a lot

of us” X
trying

no longer. He

“I remember,” Rowan faltered,

raise himself. “Yes, 1 remember!
He had a fit of coughing. Winifred
ssed her arms aroomd him and held
iim up. “1f you stay,” she whispered
to Hefferom, “you will kill him He
ought not to speak even a sentence”

ﬁ“ isn't much we want him to say,
mits, Hefferom answered doggedly,
"hot there’s a2 question he's got to an-
swer, If he is as near death as you
say, it can’t make m ifference what
happens, and it means more than death
to me and to this yo lady."”

Rowan had recover sufficiently to
drink from a glass which Winifred had
handed to him. He tumed once more
toward Hefferom. “That is all finish-
ed,” he said painfully—"those days. I
am ill—t00 il] to talk, too ill to think,
too ill to live! Please go.

Hefferom bent over him. “Rowan”

to

ther, Listen to me for a moment
g?ncllir borrowed my last 300

i Town to_come over here and
lay claim to the Little Anna Gold Mine
He the deed with him
seen it I Iollo'w]ed him over

!
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the last four years.”

he would say nothing, and she waited.

drive up to the nearest railwa

should have made a scene there?
wasn't worth while,

gave the whaole away.
really nndcrsam?gm

man who is supposed to be the owner
of the Little Anna Gold Mine, which
was really your Uncle Sinclair's.”

eyes.
don't quite understand

your G

said slowly, -“is the title deed to the

'lﬁimt} uktioronmld tn of bym.s";!u
on o)

i)::{ He s0l

which he is now president, at an enor-

showed no sign of having heard Win-
ifred stood up boldly before hm. "“You
are fools'!" she said. “He has told you
all he knows.
deed you speak of, he parted with it
to someone clse, not to my brother.™
“Someone eclse!” Hefferom repeated
"Do you take us for fools? If he part-
ed with that deed. he parted with it for
a fortune. Where's the money? Show
us the deed or the money, and we are
satisfied Show us neither, and we'll
not leave this place until he has spoken ™
A step upon the shingle behind sud-
denly ?:\'l‘.‘n their attention. The

If Sinclair ever had the | cOmp
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on the granting of the reprieve

We may find !hltngirﬁu Deane was
at the back of that. Anyhow, he is
enough with them.

co
I am here, ready to swear that when
Sinclair left Africa be left with the
t(a;lyinal title deed of the Little Anma
d Mine in his pocket. I think that
the friendship between his murderer
and Stirling ne, who sold that min
for close upem a million is a
1__l'u1:1§l that will meed a Ii
ton

!

ttle explana-

“And in the meantime,” said the girl
bitterly, “we are starving.”

“Not quite,” he answered. “We have
thirty-eight shillmgs That will take
us back to London, and find us rooms
somewhere for the night We munt
scrape along somehow until I can get
o e's offices™

“You are not forgetting,” the girl re-
marked, “that thc_fthirt)'-cight s il_kngs
you are speaking of is my rty?

“We are partners,” Hcﬁpem :{eclar-
ed. “You shajl carry the purse if you
will, but there is no object in "

“You seem to do most of the spend-
mg.” she remmded him “If you think
that we can afford it,” she ?ddlfd‘lﬁlm!:-
ing at his empty glasses, “1 should hke
a cup of tea

He ordered it at once, and sat down
by her side. “Look here” he said, “T
don’t see what you want to be so bloom-
ing stand-off for. Times are 2 bit
rough with us just now, but, mark my
word, we thall pull throngh all right
This man Deane iy in the hollow of
our hands He has been Rowan's ac-
lice. No one who knows the facts
could possibly doubt it. A word from
us wounld ruin him.”

The girl sighed.
little away from the man.
believe, then,” she asked, “that Mr
Deane has the deed?™

“Either that, or it is dcnmyed.” an.
swered Hefferom “But don't bother
about that Whether the deed is still
existing or not. we know enough to
make it worth his while to buy us_even

She had drawn a
“Do you

eves of every one of them were fixed
upom the tall figure who was walks

so engrossed that they had not even
heard the sound of the motor car which
was standing there, splashed with mud,
and with its engine still panting. With
his glasses in his hand, and his long
gray coat thrown open, Stirling Deane
strode up to them

“Come,” he said, "it seems to me that
I have arrived opportunely. What does
this mean? Who are these people?|
Miss Sinclair, s this man your com-|
panion? What does he mein by speak-
mg‘\in such a tone to a dying man?"

No one answered him.  Hefferom |

stood as though turned to stone, but his dressed, his linen was soiled, his imi- |be standing at this moment in your
| tation jewelry was hideous,

eves never left Deane’s i
CHAPTER VIL |
Hefferam Is Optimintie,
UBY SINCLAIR leaned forward
R and touched her companion’s
back as they flew through the|
village of Hakney. “Look." said she
You see that cottage we are just pass
mg That is where 1 have lived for
Hefferom followed her outstretched
finger. He saw the little grove of bare
trees, and the marshiand stretching out
bevond to the bare sea. “Winter and
summer?” he asked.
“Winter and summer.”
He nodded. “About time yon went
fortune-hunting ! he said
No other word passed between them
until they reached the railway station
They descended from the car, and
watched 1t almost immediately swing
round and disappear. .
“So this is the end of our little ex-
cursion to Rakney.” Ruby remarked.
“Yes!" Hefferom answered. “Aren't
you satisfied "

“Why shoold 1 be? she asked
“What have we gained "
Hefferom drew a long bresth “Ah,

I forgot!” he said. “You don’t under-
stand.

He drew her into the refreshment
room. She declined to drink, but she
sat in a corner while he disposed of

several whiskies and sodas At first

Presently he began,

“NYou think,” he said, “that I was a
coward, because when Deane
ns off in his car and told the man to
station,
that 1
It
Deane's coming
Don't you

1 did pot protest. You thi

“Not a word,” she answered

“Listen, then. Sturling Deane is the

She looked at him with gleami
“Say that ag:iq:" she said

g

deed which i missing from
ncle Sinclair's effects,” Hefferom

d it\to the company, o

rice. He s the man with whom

: ng |
swiftly up the siope. They had been,

ed | erom would be worsted.

fi
y | luck,”
She

though it costs him half his fortune”
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me and for the.girl

her share, and T mine”
“And the amomnt™
“One hundred thousand pounds. Re-

and the chink
. % member that it has 1o be divided"”

reminds me of what
“You have come

ve come about,
money, have

you?" Deane

“Well, I don't know about that. [
don't know How you look at it, but it
scems to me tha: there’s a bit owi
a bit whith might come my way.

matters upon which you haye spoken,
for thtv‘.uﬂ'l of hundred thousand

e

“It is-‘ too little” Hefferom declared.

should tei] o erhaps, that I am rep- | “The mine is worth ten timeés as much
“:;’!}“HS Miss arr as well as my-| _the mine and vour position”
b }

“If 1 give you this sum,” Deane asked.
“do I understand that
whole affair?
1 do not admit having even seen this
deed yon spoke of Supposing it turns
up in somebody else’s hands®

Hefferom laughed iromically. “We'll
guarantee you against that,” he declar-
ed

“That's easy to say,” Deane objected,
“but I don't see how. Come, 1 will be
perfectly truthful 1 haven't got that
deed.
and be used against me after [ have
fm'd you this sum of money, 1 should
e in somewhat an unfortunate posi-
tion.”

“There isn't the slightest fear of it,
Hefferom said  “Besides——"

"Richard Sinclair's niece?” Deane
sked

“Exactly. She is heiress to anything
the old man had, and I was partner
with him in the Little Anna Gold
Mine ™

“In what?” asked Deane.

“In the Little Anna Gold Mine,”
Heflerom repeated distinctly.

Deane leaned back in his chair. “1
must ask you lo explain yourself,” he
sayd  “The Little Anna Gold Mine be-
longs to the syndicate of which I am
a director.”

“That's all very well for a blufi,” an-
swered Hefferom, "but you got rid ol
Sinclair a little too easily.”

“Got nid of him?”

_"Oh! 'm not thinking of this last| wp_.; * De ked. look:
time,” Hefferom interrupted, with a j,-,ai:pl?:r:mwg:r llr-\\f AR
hard laugh "1 am thinking of the| 3

“It isn't as though the deed were a
certainty,” he said slowly. “Of course,
the law is a little complicated. There
would be witnesses on both sides, and
the case might go anyhow”

“It would depend a linle, T think™
Deane said quietly, “on which side yon

time he put yvou on to the mine, and
you took possession of it.”

“It was periectly legal,” Deane re-
marked,

“Perhaps so—perhaps it wasn't”
Hefferom answered. “Anyway, [ know

{ Sinclair left Souta Africa s«ix months
| ago, with the

very well, and so, probably, do you, that | gave evidence for. | think you could

upset that deed if you chose”

“Perhaps 1 could” Hefferom said
grufly

“Will you do i.” Deane asked, “if it
should ever be =t into action agamst
me? Remembher that even though I
know vou will not believe me, the fact
remaing that although | have defended
Rowan, | am not in possession of that

vernment title-deed of
the Little Anma Gold Mine in his pock-
et. | advanced him the money to come,
and he made me his partner.”

“These are anun'nt statements of
yours,” Deane said  “May [ ask where
1 this wonderful deed **

“You may ask,” Hefferom answered,
“but not me. Better go to Rowan. He

[}

knows, though he keeps his lips tight deed ™
shut. He knows, and so do vou'! Never|  Hefferom leaned across fron: his
X chair, "Listen, Deane,” he saud. “I am

mind about thar. Youn
lawsuit—no more dn we
“Who are 'we® Deane asked
"Miss Sinclair and myself,” Hefferom
answered  “We are partners v this

don't wan
ot want a not here to bluff about that wonderful

document. Perhaps it isn't worth the
paper it's written on. Anyhow, here's
my word for it. I'll see if ever an
action i1 brought against you on the

“In the meantime” the girl said,
“please get the tickets. The train will
he in, in a few minutes™

“Come with me,” he said suspiciously.

emember, we're partners™ |

“Oh! we are partmers right enough.” |
she answered, rising and following him
out of the place “Yon mneednt be!
afraid that I am going to let you go

' Just mow vou are all that stands be.

tween me and a return to Rakmey.”
On the way u
build castles. He
guine in the extreme
almost stolidly, Her
begun to depress her

was optimistic, san-
The girl listened
companion had
He was badly

He sat op- I
posite her i the train, and there were
things in his face from which
shrank. She was more than thankful |
that they were not alone,

“Are you tired, or what? he asked
at last, a little sullenly, “Surely I made
it all plain enough? You don't doubt
that there’s money in this for us?”

“There should be,” she admitted
slowly. “And yer—"

“And wet what?”

“l have seen Mr. Deane before,” she
said hesitatingly. “] have talked with
him once or twice. Somehow or other,
when [ think that it may come to be a
struggle between you and him—"

He interrupted her with a brazen
laugh. “You think I won't be able to
stand up against him! Well, you shall
see. There's a good deal in i‘mlding the
cars, you koow™

“You haven't the deed," she reminded
him.

“lI don’t want it," he answered. “T
am not afraid of Stirling Deane. I
have known him a many years,
and he knows me, We are up against
one another now, and you may fancy
his chances; but 1 tell you my back’s
against the wall, and s isa't. He's
there fighting in the open. I've got him,
« tell you—got him!

She half closed her eyes. This was
not the way in which she had hoped
to come into her fortune. In her heart,
she could not believe a word he said
Deane was a strong man; Hefferom,
she was already beginming to discover,
was nothing but a bully and a craven.
If it came to a duel between the two,
she found it easier to believe that Hefi-

At King’s Cross Station they separ-
ated. Hefferom, a little sulkily, accept-
ed his dismissal, and parted with half
of the money which he had

"You can go where you choose,” she
said. “Yor can come back to Mrs
Towsley's, if you like, but I tell you
frankly that except while we are on
business I think it better shat we should
stay apart.”

“T can't see whﬂv,“ hé mutterad.

“For one thing,” she said, “we might
be taken for adventurers. I do not
know much about the law, but it seems
to me you won't be very far out of its
clutches when your negotiations with
Mr. Deane begin™
“l can take care of myself,” he an-
swered ofru.ﬁh'. “Can [
to the oid lady’s, anyhow

“I would rath.

“No!™ she answered,
alone™
ome and have one drink in the re.
o room, just to wish ourselves

er

Ywith the title-deeds of the mine which
|you have always considered yours, |

«for the newspapers—there’s something | “There

fo town he began to,

she | cay what it would be worth your while
to pmt down to close this business™

I have come to vou as a reasonsble

man  Sinclair landed in this country Strength of that deed, that you blow

it all sky high in five minuotes.”
“1s the deed a forgery?" Deane asked
Hefferom did not amswer.
“Or is it only the date?” Deane con-

tinued
Still Hefferom was  silent Then,
is Do mecessity,” he said, after
“of l:numg these things into

his pocket. To-day he is murdered, and
his papers have disappeared. He was
murdered by Rowan, whom you are
now hefriending. There's a story there |

more than a story, Deane™ i pause,

“Do 1 understand,”, Deane asked | plain words ‘ou have only to find .!.h:

calmly. money, and yoor anxieties are over.
“You can  understand  what von! Deane touched a bell by his side
g “Yours, | am airaid” he answered,

please,” Hefferom said  “1 want myl,

- - o 5 . T [ ol
money back, and | want big interest | 8IC Oniy just beginming

Ly + The curtains behind were snddenly
And then there's the girl She should thrown aside A tall, spare-looking
st d  om Deane turned to-

shoes. Half of the Little Anna Gﬁld‘:l::‘d rix g

Mine is hers by night It is for you to|  “Inepector,” he said, “1 give this man
m charge for a barefaced attempt at
blackmailing me. You have heard all

that has been said | dom't think that

“Now,” Deane remarked

MAY RULE MILLION WOMEN.

suavely,

Middle West delegaten are equally
will put thelr eaadidate, Mrs. Fensypacker, of Texas, atl

¥

%

“In other words,” remarked Deane,
“I ap to buy your silence as to these

it closes the |
You must remember that |

{f it should be still in existence, |

-

lﬂ'
;i
5
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“If you are going to do any a i

inspector, .grmt'sr.hnt man 1* m
Deane stood,
well-dressed as usual, and with a little
bunch of violets in his button-hole. *I
tell you that he paid the man Rowan
to kill Bully Sinclair in the Universal
Hotel. 1 tell you I can prove it. I can
prove this—that Sinclair left South Af-
rica six months ago, with the deeds of
the Little Anna Goid Mine, which this
man dared to sell as being his own at
close upon a million pounds less than
six months aga. | can tell you more!”

They led him from the room, still
shouting. At the door he turned back
“It's a bold game this, Deane,” he cried,
“but by heavens I'll ery quits with you
i before long! You think you have a
case against me. | am only certain of
one thing, and that is that you have
driven a nail into your own coffin. [If
I could only get at you, you—you black-
guard ¥

His eyes were bloodshot.
ed and st led to free himself from
the grasp o the two men.

“I'd kill you where you stand!™ he
cried. “Do yon think that
muzzled? Do vou think that the truth
won't come to hight? People shall know
it even if I never leave off telling it
till my last breath comes™

Deane listened to him with immov-
able face. They got him ouvtside at last
! He heard him being dragged down the
corridor, protesting all the time. Then

I
|

he resumed his eut. “It's a bold game
to play,” he said 10 himself thought-
| fully, “and wet, if they really haven't

| the deed, there was nothing else to be

| done !"

CHAPTER IX.

1 Lord Nunaeley Is Frank.
[“ ASKED vou to lunch at the
l I club, Deane” said Lord Nun-
neley, “because | thought that
| we could talk here withomt being inter-

rupted. If vou came 1o Cavendish
| Square, Olive would walk youn right
| away from the table, and if 1 asked ta
 have a chat with you alone, there wonld
|1f-c a perfect avalanche of guestions to
| face.

! For the first time he realized that this

| was not simply a casual invithtion,
| prospective  father-in-law  had
something to sav to him
| “There was some matter which you
| wished to discuss, then? Deane asked
1“1 need scarcely say that T am quite
al your service

Lord Nunneley passed his cigarette
! case across the table. They were near-
ing the end of a very excelient lunch-
eon.  “Well,” he sad, “there were a2
few things | wanted to say to you. You

really

i see, Deane, the city 5 no longer a myth-
ical place to us idlers. We meet people
’e\-er_v day

side vourself, who come from Lombard

whose life 15 centered in money-making
I:'::rrﬂ, and one hears things, gossip, |

mean, and stray talk™

| Deance scemed suddenly to recede
inte  himeelf.  His host noticed the
|changf. and blamed Inimself for his

| want of tact Nevertheless, as he had
| un, so he went on.

| *You see, Deane” he continued,
| “Olive is my onlv  daughter, and n

tious. This blackmailing case of vours
has set people talking a bit Of course,
1 think you were right. It was a brave
and sportsmanlike thing to do. The man
ts committed for trial, and I only hope
tie'll get penal servitude. All the same, |
there are a lot of people, yvou know, |
Deane, who don% take quite the zame
view of it.”

“Naturally,” Deane assented. “One
can scarcely occupy such a postion as
mine without having enemies. There
are wheels within wheels in the finan-
cal world, you know, Lord Nunneley,
just as there are in the social world
Theze are a dozen men who covet my
post, and as many hundreds of hangers- |
on and parasites who would be glad to |
sec me out of "

uite 80,” returned Lord Nunneley
it course. this man Hefferom’s atn-
tude was distinctly belligerent, and his
solicitors  evidently knew what they
were talking about when they rmrvtd|
his defense Tell me. when ‘E;ﬂ'll:,‘hiriI
came to you first had he really any pa- |
pers at all which were likely to cause
embarrasement *”

“He had an original claim to the Lit- |
tle Anna Gold Mine,” Deane admitted, |
“but it had lapsed before I took pos-|
session. It was not worth the paper it |
was written on.” !

“Still, he had got that document?
Lord Nunneley asked.

“Without a doubt," Deane answered.

“You have no idea, 1 suppose, what
became of 1t?” Lord Nunneley asked.

“Not the slightest,” replied Deane. “T
only know that it was not found among
his effects.” :

“Would it have been of any interest
to you to secure it? Lord Nunneley
continued

“T would have given a few hundred—
perhaps a few thousand—pounds for
it,” Deane answered, “partly as a curi- |
osity, partly in order to save any pos- |
sible trouhle”

“Of course” Lord Nunneley said,
leaning back in his chair and sipping
his coffee, “the world is full of people |
who love to gossip, and you cannot gos-
s1p unless you mvent ill about some one.
Somehow or other, it never amuses
people to talk good of their friends;
conversation only becomes interesting
when one can associate evil with them.
There are things being said in connec-
tion with this Hefferam affair, Deane,
which are not altogether pleasant.™

“Go on,” said Deane.

“For instance,” his host continuned, |
“I was told last might that Hefferom's |
tale was in substance true—he did ad- |
vance this man Sinclair money to come |
to and assert his right to the)
Little Anna Gold Mine. Sinclair was
mnrdered with this deed in his pos-|
session, amd it is freely whispered that |

wTtemt orgunization, which bossts of a membership liat of

you have befriended Rowan—his mur-

T
The paper has disappesred. We

He strain- |

I can be|

Deane looked up a lintle curiouslv. |

His |

I have friends, friends be-'

makes one more than ordimarily cau-|

land would

known to both of us out there Hoe
came 10 see me a few days afterward,
and | commissioned him to buy this
deed, if he could He went to look for
Sinclair, they drank together, an ald
unarrel was revived, and t fought,
he end of that you know. ere the
document has gone to, | can't imagine,
but | can assure you that 1t was never
meant to be the basis of a serious claim,
| merely the foundation stone of a per.
fect system of blackmailing If 1 had
listened for five minutes to Hefferom
I should have besn in his power all my
ylife I should have lost my self-respect
| Very soon | should have Jost my nerve
|1 couldn’t do it. 1 preferred to face
| him n a court of justice. He came to
i blackmail me, and he deserved to be
| punished. If he can prove that it is I
who am the ili doer, I will take my
pumishment. I can say no more”
“You talk™ Lord Nunneley said,
! looking at him kindly, "as 1 would have
| my own son talk. And yet, Deane, this
whole affair is distressing to me. [ tell
vou frankly that it has upset all the
pleasure with which | consented to your
engagement | cannot bear that any-
one associated with Olive should ever
find himself m such s position. This
case, of course, may go all in vour fa-
var, or 1t may not. If 1t does not, well,
vou know very well that it would be

the Dbeginning of very unpleasang
things.

i “Does Olive know of this little lunch-
jeon party of ours, Lord Nunneley?*

Deane asked.

“She does not,” Lord Nunneley as-

| serted.  “Olive is, above all things,
| stanch, She i3, | believe, too, sin-
cerely attached to you I am speaking
entirely for myself. 1 am speaking. too,
| as the father of an only daoghter,
whose engagement o yon was, after

l_ﬂ!_ a little experimental. 1 should like
to see my daughter releazed from that
| engagement, Deane”

| Deane smoked steadily for several
t minutes.  Fmallv, “This ;3 a3 little hard
on me, i&n't 1, sir* 1 have only done
what vou wyourself wonid have done—
refused 10 have nderhand dealings
with men who made dishomorable prop-

| ositions to me”

"It is hard on vou Deane” Lord
Nunneley declared "It is very hard
mdeed. But remember, [ never want-

jed Olive to marry in the city,
IT know you, and T like sou Jf vou
came to me with your hands clean and
plenty of money, I should not hesitate
for a secomd, for | helieve that Olive
{likes you. But I hate scandal, I hate
1 gossip, I hate notoriety! This black.
mailing case of yours 1s going to resuit
n all three. I'd like to go home and
lay the case before Olive. and have your
it ceems geod

1

apyone

s 15 bhroken,

in his chair, It
ad so little time
1side the imme-
s work. It was
engagement  with
Whar did it
How
What
His
Te=

ment between vou v
Deane leaned
seemed to him
to give to thonghts
| dunte trend of the d
| proposed  thar
Olive shoold be broken
mean to him. this engagement?
| far into his life had she come?
Iplacf did she hold i hic heart?
| thoughts traveled hackward
! membered his almost tenr-like acces
sion to wealth and ence.  He res
membered how all had flown
open to him
wzed  exactly where stood
thought of Lady He
bered the first day when he had dec
ed that she was the woman who would
lok well at the head of his table, who
would be a pleazant companion f 1
inture his h g
when he gave up his struggling. among
the class of people with whom he de-
sired associate. [t was m that way
that he had looked at it from the first
Waxs it the same now? He had touched

ay

nis

He

He remembered and reals
He

he

Olive

o

her -hands He b even kissed ker
ps. She had come into his arms and
allowed him to embrace her, without
any obvious reluctance. Only a few

weeks ago she had kis¢ed him volun-
tarily, absolutely of her own will. Dure
ing their fortmght in Scotland the had
shown herself more feminine than he
had ever believed her  She had insisted
upon taking him for walks by herseli
She had taken his arm, encouraged
him to make love to her, had deserted
the bridge table in the evonings to uit

| in dark comers with him, had allowed

him to hold her hand. even to snatch
a few kisses. If the did not care for
him. at least she was very near it And
at tor him—he was fond of her, with-
out a d Somewhere in the back-
ground of his aprehension there was
some shadowy idea of a greater thing
than this, a love more thrilling, more
passionate, more mysterious—music in
the veins, which no Lady Olive in the
world had ever created But there was
about these thoughts something abso-
futely unreal, fantastic. They had never
taken to themselves shape, never be-
came associated with anv human being.
They were nothing to trust to, he toid
himself—nothing. He lnoked out of the
rain-swept window of Curi-

oubt

¢lub,
ously enongh, he had a2 sudden vision
of Winifred Rowan's quiet, set face
The memory of one passionate moment

the

seemed suddenly to creep along his
heartstrings hike the wind over tha
strimgs of a harp Such folly, he,

thought, frowning! Such ahsolute follyl
TO RE COXTISUED NEXT SUNDAY.)

All About Momey.

Polles magistrates are, as a rule, fa-
miliar with slang terms for money’ The'
late Montagu Wililams of London, says
an English writer, once asked a diminu-
tive prisoner before Wim how he had
stolen. “Well, yer worship.™ sald the
bay “1 ‘sd a piat o' mahegany, two
door doorstaps and a stinker, that was
A mtesver; and then a London mystery
and n slice of spotted plain, and that's

‘ow 1 spent the sprat” 1 see' said
Monty, to whom thieves' siang was any
open hook and added: “Seven daye™

Breakfast table problem: How pauch did
the boy spend altogether, and fwhat was
the price of sach Iem?




